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Who Loves Short Shorts? 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this when | was drunk so it may not be as funny to you guys as it was to me. Heh heh. Review it and 


tell me if I\'m a humourless drunk. 


Those are the shortest shorts | have ever seen. 


Like seriously, they're more like a pair of denim swim trunks than actual shorts. They're so short | can see 


the white pockets hanging out of the front of the legs. 
Where did Duff even get them? Stripper Pants ‘R Us? 


"| dunno, they just came out of the closet,” he replies with a shrug of his shoulders when | pose this question 


to him. 


Ask a silly question, | spose. 


"What's wrong with them? Do they look bad?" 
"Nah, they're fine, dude. It's just, they're a little brief aren't they?" 


"You think so?" Duff says, looking over his shoulder and trying to see down his back, "Is my ass hanging out 


again?" 
"Just a tidge." 


He grabs the miniscule frayed hem of the shorts at the back and wriggles his hips, pulling them down as much 


as he can without showing too much ass crack at the top. 
"Is that better?" 
"Yeah, much better Dude." (It isn't any better at alll) 


| suppose | can almost understand his clothing choices, it is really hot today. Steven and Axl are sitting out the 
back in an inflatable kiddie pool that they stole from some kids a few blocks over. | can hear them snapping at 
each other from my place on the couch. | on the other hand, have taken the view that if | stay very stil, 
draw the curtains in the living room and turn the fan on high | may just survive Till night falls. 


| was doing pretty well for a while there, imagining myself swimming in a big pool full of ice cream (tasty and 


refreshing). Then HE came in and | was accosted by the Short Shorts of Doom. 
He could at least put on a shirt. A coat of lipstick and he could be a particularly cheap hooker. 


I've found out recently that if | lie very still, stop talking and retreat further into my hair then other people 
often assume I've passed out and they leave me alone. That's what | try to do now, maybe he'll get the hint. 


Sweet Jesus, he just leaned over to pick something up. | feel my eyes go really wide, when he stands back up 
he has what the kids these days would call ‘a wedgie'. | can see so much of his butt he may as well not be 


wearing the pants. 


"Hey Slash, | found that pick you've been looking for," he says perkily, shoving a red pick with Aerosmith wings 


emblazoned on it into my hand, 


His crotch is now directly in front of my face. Thanks Duff, thanks a million 


Must..tear..eyes..away..from..shorts... 


A slamming of the living room door and a flash of red hair thankfully manages to pull me away from the 
Almost Pants of Eternal Distraction. Its Axl, and it seems like he's had enough of sharing the kiddie pool with 
Stevie. 


"Fucking Hell, Steven is such an ass. You wouldn't believe what he said to me out." Axl stops dead in his tracks, 


his eyes also going wide, "Oh my God..Duff!" 
"What?" Duff says, his countenance all innocence and confusion 


Axl just stares, a combination of horror and amusement playing over his face. He opens his mouth to say 
something but then, in an uncharacteristically subtle move, seems to think better of it and instead just says 
"Uh..nothing." 

Axl shoves my legs off the couch and sits down next to me, also apparently unable to keep his eyes away 
from Duff's barely concealed bottom. He has a particularly funny smile on his face, and | don't mean funny ha 
ha. 

"Um, Duff, would you do me a favour since you're standing and get me that magazine." 

"Oh, sure Axl. This one on the floor?" 


"Yep, that's the one." 


Once again | am forced to view Duff's skinny butt fall even further out of those shorts. God, it's almost 
pornographic now! He'd probably be arrested if he went outside. Axl is giggling like a schoolgirl. 


Just as | think things can't get any worse Steven bursts through the door also wearing a very teeny pair of 
denim shorts, apparently unable to let the kiddie pool fight go. 


"Axl, | thought about what you said and | don't care what my Mom told you, | am not functionally retarded" 

In an almost spooky imitation of Axl, Stevie also stops dead in his tracks when he sees Duff, "Oh my God..Duff!" 
"What?" 

Fucking hell, here we go again 

"Why are you wearing my shorts?" 

| should have known better than to let Stevie go into Stripper Pants ‘R Us. 

"Your shorts?" Duff replies, "They're not your shorts, | found them in the closet. You know the rule: 


"If clothes in the closet be, 


Then they become common pro-per-ty" 


Duff seems very proud of his impromptu little poem and sticks his nose in the air, crossing his arms over his 


bare chest. 


Steven narrows his eyes and steps closer to Duff, poking a finger onto the taller blonde's belly, "I've never 
heard that rule before, it doesn't even rhyme properly, the meters all off. | think you made it up." 


Duff gasps at the insult, "How dare you accuse me of making up a rhyme rule! You're definitely not getting 
the shorts back now." 


"You bastard, you give me my favourite stripper shorts back right now!" 


| look over at Axl as this is going on, he's sitting on the edge of the seat, eyes wide, that evil smirk still on his 


face. 

"No | won't, they look better on me anyway!" 

"That's it, McKagen," Steven shrieks, "you're going down" 

Stevie has the element of surprise when he jumps Duff and that gives him the edge when the fight starts 
despite Duff's significant size advantage. Duff tries to push him off but he only manages to trip over and they 
both end up on the floor, wrestling. 

| half expect porno music to start playing. 

"Dude, this is terrible," Axl says. l'm pleasantly surprised, he isn't often a voice of reason 


| know, Man," | reply. Maybe he can help me pull Stevie off Duff.. 


"| can't believe | pawned Izzy's video camera for booze last week Think of the scratch we could make filming 
and selling this!" 


My palm connects with my face almost of it's own will 


"Hear me out, Slash. We'll get them into the kiddie pool, film the whole thing, call it something catchy 
like..um.:Blonde Rock Sluts Gone Wild! and then we just have to sit back and let the moolah roll in" 


Axl is so busy explaining his business plan to me he doesn't notice when Izzy walks in and sits down on the arm 


of the couch. 
"Hey guys, watching two blondes fight over a pair of shorts?" he asks nonchalantly. 
"Yeah, man. Can you believe we pawned your video camera?" 


"| know, we could have filled the kiddie pool with jello." 


"So many possibilities," Axl replies with a sad shake of his head. 


| could see it would be up to me to put an end to this soft core madness. | stand and place my hands on my 


hips, it's Slash to the rescue! 


"Right, break it up you two. That's enough..seriously," | lean down and pull Steven off Duff, managing to cop a 
backhand to the face for my trouble. 


Axl and Izzy both make disapproving noises as | end the fight. 

"C'mon, man, it was just started to get good" 

"Yeah, Duff was about to get on top. You ruin everything Slash!" 

| resign myself to being the bad guy for a while. Steven is flailing around in my arms and that's when | notice 
what he has balled up in his fist, a teeny tiny pair of denim shorts. Steven is still wearing his, so that can only 


mean one thing. 


"Ha HAH, | told you I'd get them back, Duff. That'll tech you for stealing from mel" Steven waves the shorts in 
his hands, triumphant. 


Duff stands, completely naked (why, oh why, does he never wear underpants?), and | see his lip wobble 
dramatically. Here we go, waterworks ahoy. 


Duff doesn't disappoint. He immediately starts crying and stamps out of the room in a rage, shouting over his 
shoulder at Steven that the other blonde is a Bastard and a Whore and that Jesus Doesn't Love Him. The rest 
of us stay in our places in the living room as we hear Duff's stamping feet and sobbing voice go up the stairs 
and make their way into his room. The door slams so loudly I'd be surprised if it's still in its hinges. 


"Someone should go after him. To make sure he's alright and stuff," | say, rather hoping someone else will do it 


this time. 

| look at my band mates expectantly, they all avoid eye contact with me. Axl is suddenly fascinated with the 
magazine Duff gave him, Izzy starts picking at his fingernails and whistling and Stevie lolls back onto the floor, 
picking up the remote and switching on the TV. 


"Fine, I'll do it then" 


"So Stevie, where'd you buy those shorts?" | hear coming from the living room as | walk upstairs. | can't help 


but roll my eyes. 


"Duff, you Ok?" | ask, knocking with some trepidation on the door of the bedroom he shares with Steven (hence 


the shared closet space). All | hear in return is some rather melodramatic sniffing and hiccups. 


| start to knock again but | only make it one tap before the door is flung dramatically open and Duff throws 
himself into my arms. At least he's mostly stopped crying, 


Ugh, he's still not wearing any pants. If this keeps going I'm going to become ‘interested’ and it is way too hot 
for any sort of vigorous activity. 


Duff uses his superior size to pull me into his bedroom and before | know it I'm trapped! 

| knew you'd come Slash, you always come and look after Duffy," he sniffs, putting his arms around my waist. 
"Yep, thats me. Always looking after you. How ‘bout you put on some pants now, Ok?" 

Duff apparently doesn't hear me, "You'll protect me from that evil Steven, won't you?" 

"You know, you could protect yourself if you put some cloths on," | offer. 

He makes a frustrated noise and finally disengages his grip on my waist, walking over to look out the bedroom 
window, "| don't know Slash, after the trauma of this afternoon | don't think | could ever wear pants ever 
again" 

| know he's teasing me now. Duff is like an emotional yo-yo sometimes, weeping one moment, playful the next. 
"Well, that would make visiting Grandma awkward," | say. 

He laughs, a little loudly for what is really a bit of a lame joke, and flicks his hair. 

"Would you mind if | never wore pants ever again, Slash?" He bites his lip when he speaks. 

"Ugh, | don't know, man. Nudism isn't something which should be undertaken lightly.” 


Duff falls down onto one of the beds and looks at me from under lowered lids, "I think | could handle it" 


He keeps shifting around on the mattress, he throws his arms above his head. Oh fuck, is he actually trying to 
seduce me? Why now? What's his agenda? 


A little voice in a very dark corner of my mind squeaks that there's really only one way to find out and that's 
to go over there and make out with my bassist. | hate that voice, it's always telling me to do stupid things. 
Like, when it told me that the best way to find out what a frozen streetlight tastes like would be to stick my 
tongue on it. Or the time it told me that dressing like a woman to get into the Whiskey for free on Ladies 
Night was a Very Clever Plan (my Mom's black pumps were never the same). Sometimes | call that little voice 


Axl. 


"Go on," Little Axl Voice says, "you'll make him feel better after such a traumatic experience. Come on, you 


know you want to." 
"No | don't, Axl." 
Ok, | shouldn't have said that out loud. 


Luckily | don't think Duff heard me, he's still rolling around on the bed. He's trying to look at me all come 
hither-ish but is unfortunately coming off more as slightly ill 


"Come and sit down next to me Slash. Keep me company," he whispers. 

I'm slightly shocked when my legs start moving independent of any will of my own. | am even more shocked 
when | sit down next to Duff and start playing with his fluffy blonde hair. | almost have a shock induced heart 
attack when we start kissing. 


I'm so horrified with my own actions | don't hear the bedroom door open 


"Duff, I've been talking with Axl and Izzy and they have this totally awesome idea for how we can make some 


money..Hey, that's my bedl! How could you Slashl? I'm never speaking to you again, you monster!" 
Duff starts giggling in a particularly maniacal manner when Stevie starts throwing things at me. 


| blame the shorts. 


